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Beneath a vast expanse of soil and sky, 
Where the winds did howl and nomads ride, 
Farmers of the Steppes, by God's sweet grace, 
Survived each season, each winter's embrace. 


Ancient Byzantium, far yet so dear, 
Brought them solace, in a world so unsure, 
As they toiled on the fertile plain, 

An Orthodox faith did suffering explain. 


Their crops grew tall, their spirits high, 
But peace was fleeting, war ever nigh. 

From distant lands came warrior tribes, 
To take their lives, or force their bribes. 


Oft’ refugees, they fled their homes, 
Through fields and forests, they did roam. 
Survival came only to lucky and best, 

And the living would know but lifelong test. 


House made of wood, so crafted with care, 

A product of art, reflection so rare. 

Each beam and each board, a testament to skill, 
But destined to age, and finally be still. 


The woodworker, masterful crafter of form, 
With passion for beauty that did not conform, 
With every cut and joint built to last, 

Ere its time would come, and it too would pass. 


Like wooden houses, lives are creations too, 
Fleeting moments and memories of all that we do. 
We may strive for greatness, but it will not last, 
For our time will come, and we too shall pass. 


In art and in effort all meaning is found, 

And as time will flow forward, we cannot rebound. 
Our life may be giver, or it may be taker, 

Each moment here surely the art of our maker. 


A slave will serve but has no say, 

Some volunteer, but without pay. 

Thus in the world of economy and trade, 
Mercenaries and merchants own the day. 


A mercenary sells what brings the gold, 
Loyalty to any cause thus sold. 

Each professional, a mercenary too, 
Paid to serve interests of the few. 


But loyalty bought may be illusion, 

With adverse results from moral confusion. 
The warrior easily bought to serve, 

May soon to his own interests swerve. 


A donor gives freely, and has no disgrace, 

Tho' without the gold, this act has no place. 

But the beggar takes freely, no payment to earn, 
Most honest of people, a lesson to learn. 
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Amidst the flicker of the moon, 

The ancient art of witchcraft bloomed, 
Mysterious women took to flight, 
Silent whispers in the night. 


With potions brewed and spells recited, 
They dared to tread where few alighted, 
And with their craft they weaved a veil, 
To hide their secrets, tell no tale. 


Their power feared, their ways unknown, 
For centuries they stood alone, 

Their magic wild, their spirits free, 

But threat to those who could not see. 


So they burned them at the stake, 
They drowned them in the sea, 

They hung them from the gallows, 
Then taught this false mythology. 


Some renounce this life ordained, 
And live each day austere. 

Their focus is on inner peace, 
And truth that's crystal clear. 


Minds rest in meditation, 

For hours at a time. 

No effort in their concentration, 
Let flowing thoughts subside. 


They shun the pleasures of the world, 
Their wants and needs are few. 
Content with simple food and clothes, 
And nothing that is new. 


Their days are filled with service, 
To all who come their way, 
Sharing wisdom of awareness, 
With those who seek the way. 


Old age creeps in like a silent thief, 

Stealing one's youth and leaving deep grief. 
The end comes near, no longer a myth, 

Old ones might feel it with every hard breath. 


Fearing the end, discomforts abound, 

Frailty and weakness their bodies surround. 

The crash is coming, they now know it's true, 
But, as memories fade, know not what to do. 


Missing old friends, the many who have gone, 

Yet wond'ring what's left, what might come along. 
Mysteries of life for some linger strong, 

As they ponder their destiny, or where they belong. 


Deepest of fears cannot be trivialized, 

Nor most profound suffering minimized. 
For they know all control is slipping away, 
As they stare ahead, toward that final day. 


Secrets of the heart, we keep them concealed, 
Kept out of our thoughts, and never revealed. 
Like brutal scars hidden, not ever shown, 

Tho' some still believe that we can be known. 


Perhaps some weakness, or child's disgrace, 
Or deep humiliation that we hold all our days. 
Regret buried deep, to never admit, 

These things keep us buried, as in a dark pit. 


Or more terrible thing must forever be fled, 
Grips us inside, lest we relive the dread. 
Thus in this world, these things go untold 
Unspoken, forbidden, we dare not unfold. 


We can never know each fear to reside, 

At the core of our being, the thought we must hide. 
Tho' we may try hard to to read between lines, 

We can never quite grasp these most secret designs. 


Mining deep into Earth's hard crust, 

We extract and refine, with industrial lust. 
By chemical process, each bold new design, 
New molecules born that we cannot confine. 


Some as elixirs the chemists create, 

Leave a lingering presence we cannot abate. 
For manufacturing, devise material tools, 

But they enter our bodies, break nature's rules. 


Some biocidal or toxic, to kill or to maim, 

To make a lawn green, wield a national claim. 
Some radioactive and lasting, as weapons of war, 
Some bury the planet in sheets of black tar. 


Applied in fine mists each time that we spray, 
They enter our lungs each night and each day. 
Minute nanoparticles that we never see, 

In blind faith we add to our hidden debris. 


In market's midst, the thief's eyes dart, 
A primal urge, a cunning art, 

A hunt for prey, but in disguise, 

He steals and then, if caught, tells hes. 


The thief with skillful wit and guile, 
A master of the art of theft, 

His fingers move with practiced style, 
Takes as he can, others thus bereft. 


Yet, in this world of private gain, 
The thief is seen as greatest bane, 
A threat to all who own and hold, 
A risk to wealth and all we're owed. 


Most conceal these thieving ways, 
And follow laws, and earn their grain, 
But deep within, they still remain, 
The primal thief, tho' must restrain. 
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Beneath the ocean's glist’ning waves, 

Where sun's bright light can sometimes graze, 
Live mermaid folk, those haunting beings, 
Enchanting sirens of the sea. 


Their voices carry on the breeze, 
Softly whispering melodies, 

That wrap around the sailor's heart, 
And leave them powerless to depart. 


Oft' adorned in shimmering scale, 

With hair that dances in tempest and gale, 
They beckon sailors to the deep, 

Where secrets of the ocean keep. 


Many a crew has met its fall, 
Lured by mermaid's siren call, 
Their song, sweet lullaby of death, 
That steals away a sailor's breath. 
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Far above, in a place ever so blue, 

Phoenix birds are born from ashes anew, 
Their feathers aflame, a sight to behold, 
Legends of power, so bright and so bold. 


With wingspan wide, these fiery drakes, 
A trail of stardust, in their wake. 

Their flight, a soaring dance of grace, 
In heavens, far from Earth's embrace. 


With vision sharper than we can know, 
Witness to all that lives below. 

They watch our lives, and all we do, 
On our long journey, as we pursue. 


In dreams they come, these birdly beings, 
To guide us through night's imaginings, 
With feathered wings, they lift us high, 
Above the clouds, far beyond the sky. 
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Where waters of Earth fall from sky to the sea, 

The blood of our ancestors flows endlessly. 

Their spirits still speak, the clap of the wave, 

And when thirst comes our way, it is water we crave. 


In every sea, in each mountain lake, 
Our oneness with nature stirs, wide awake, 
A sacred rite, baptism's true theme, 
In water we're reborn, it surely must seem. 


Water we need to sustain our own lives, 
From mighty rivers, this bounty arrives. 
A flowing force, we need to survive, 

For we are this water, and that is no lie. 


More than Ganges or Nile gives us our birth, 

But every trickle or stream that flows on this Earth. 
None stays in its place, but always moves on, 

Just as we will return this gift when we're gone. 
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Surrounded by a jungle green, 

Tall Mayan temples stood serene, 

There priests and shamans held grisly rites, 
That we surely dread, human sacrifice. 


They saw this world with different eyes, 
Drawn only to please fierce gods on high, 
With blood and death they sought to exhort, 
To obey their gods and win their support. 


With solemn rites and rituals grand, 

Priests or shamans took up their stand, 
Offering their victims with ritual care, 

For the public a feast, for each captive a terror. 


Each victim's heart would beat no more, 

A feast of blood, offered to gods of yore, 
Limp bodies thrown down a limestone stair, 
To be carved and eaten as public fare. 
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Hostile space is a humbling reflection, 

Of our minor role in a cosmic collection. 
Only in a sealed chamber could we ever last, 
To cross the abyss and arrive intact. 


In the vast expanse of endless space, 

A realm of wonder and cosmic place, 

Lies a mystery that's beyond our reach, 
A truth that eludes all that we can teach. 


For absolute speed is mere illusion, 

And our position, just an empty conclusion. 
In truth we know not where we are, 

If we are near, or if we are far. 


Why we came to this Earth we cannot say, 
Nor figure the time, or even the day. 

Is this rotating sphere, of which we are fond, 
A place of note, or just speck of beyond? 


————— 
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Amidst the chaos and the strife, 

Lived one rare soul, so full of life. 
Through cruelest days she did endure, 
To become a survivor, brave, and pure. 


Her heart was strong, her soul was kind, 
And in her eyes, fierce fire shined. 

A will of steel, a heart of gold, 

Her story's one that must be told. 


Though turbulent seas did swirl and churn, 
And fiery winds would blow and burn. 

Still, she stood, steadfast and bold, 
Through storms of life, she did not fold. 


She fought for justice, for what was right, 
Through long, dark days and endless nights. 
She never faltered, and did not flee, 

Her courage shining, for all to see. 
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Siblings, a bond unlike any other, 

Born into a family, sister or brother. 
Relationship close or distant made, 

With time may grow, with time may fade. 


Some siblings grow up intertwined, 

Each other's best friends, of common mind. 

A relationship built on loyalty and trust, 

This bond never fades, through separate they must. 


Others grow apart in this life, 

Rivalry, jealousy, an ongoing strife. 
Perhaps vying for the love and attention, 
A hard-fought battle, with no prevention. 


But even if we quarrel and disagree, 

Our siblings came from the same family tree, 
If admiration or respect cannot be maintained, 
We must still acknowledge the lessons gained. 
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Between joy of love, and pain of rejection, 
We play the game of sexual selection. 
More the just a casual sport, 

This decides who lives, the next cohort. 


In choosing, we look at many traits, 

Some conscious, some, like scent, innate. 
Symmetric appearance a starting point, 
Oft misleading, and may troubles annoint. 


Many search for youth and health, 
Others choose experience or wealth. 
The object not our own election, 

Long ago decided by natural selection. 


For the purpose true is not our pleasure, 
But children born and reared, the treasure. 
For traits they carry, much the same, 
Were those that helped us win the game. 


18 


Governance is no real mystery, 

As throughout our troubled history, 
In annals of each place and time, 
Tyranny, the usual paradigm. 


From ancient kingdoms excavated, 

To modern warlords oft’ berated, 
Command flows down for every nation, 
As it does for each incorporation. 


But tyrants are oft' vain and cruel, 

Seek selfish gain for wanton rule, 

Hold all they see to be their own, 

With fear or reprisal, contain hate thus sown. 


To counter we may try rule of law, 

With fair participation by each and by all, 
But this bold plan may soon slow and stop, 
As new tyrants find their way to the top. 
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A wise old man heard a knock at his door, 

So opened it up to find bandits, all four. 

Swords drawn, the bandits demanded his wealth, 
But the old man owned no reward for their stealth. 


So the old man just prayed, and then he observed, 
Some very large carrots, hiding deep in the herbs, 
He pulled them, then cooked them, with all of his care, 
Served all to the bandits, not expecting such fare. 


Then bandits, amazed, fell back as they stared, 
Just what was this meal, with ritual prepared? 
Not just some carrots, not in the least, 

For what had emerged was a holy man's feast. 


For eight more days the bandits would stay, 

Intent and determined, to learn a new way. 

For that holy man, by his spiritual art, 

With only those carrots, had touched their hard heart. 


20 


They walk among us, unwilling souls, 
People lost and out of control. 

They do not want to be here, in this place, 
And can never accept the look of their face. 


Their heart may ache with profound despair, 

In a world where they find nary a care. 

Seeking but freedom from chains they must wear, 
To escape from a life that seems unfair. 


They look in the mirror and do not see, 
The person they wish that they could be. 
For they are trapped in a body and mind, 
That leaves them confused and far behind. 


Their spirits yearn for much, much more, 
A purpose that they have yet to explore. 
But they cannot move, on life's long track, 
As untold forces hold them back. 


Mon amour, mon coeur bat pour toi, 
Chaque jour, chaque nuit sans repos, 
Ta beauté, ta grace, ta voix, 

Font de moi un homme aux abois. 


Je suis captivé par ton sourire, 
Et enivré par ton regard, 

Je ne peux me retenir, 

De t'aimer de toutes mes forces. 


Dans tes bras, je me sens si bien, 
Je me sens aimé, je me sens rol, 
Et je voudrais que ce moment, 
Dure pour l'éternité, je crois. 


Mon amour, je te jure, 

Que jamais je ne te laisseral, 

Je t'aime plus que tout au monde, 
Et ca pour l'éternité. 
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Inclusion, exclusion, this coin has two sides. 
One welcomes aboard, the other derides. 
Inclusion the call that brings the sheep home, 
Exclusion brings terror of being alone. 


Beyond the apparent, there is one strange fact, 
To become an insider is an exclusive act. 

For this act excludes all who are not part, 

It leaves them outside, behind in the dark. 


Once a wall is in place, both sides the same, 
Each side looks across, the other to blame. 
One claims virtue, sees the other defective, 
This seems truth, 'tho but fault of perspective. 


Tribal allegiance, our ancestors' claim, 
And we, in our time, are no more to blame. 
For whether we like it, this is the art: 
What brings us together, keeps us apart. 
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In ancient Macedonia, atop a mountain high, 

Lived a priestess, Medusa, who caught many an eye. 
With her lover Perseus, crossed rugged terrain, 

Seduced and robbed travelers, few survived to complain. 
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 Vextcouege NG Their story, once true, became legend told, 

yy Of a serpent-haired monster with gaze so bold, 
She turned men to stone, with just one cold stare. 
A creature so feared, from a cavernous lair. 


For truth, like a river, twists and turns on its way, 
Story tellers will change every story they say. 
Thus seductive Medusa, once mere mortal thief, 
Became mythic monster, beyond all belief. 


Yet even in legends, a lesson can be found, 

That most terrible beasts were all once earthbound, 
That an incredible story, whether true or not, 

Can shape our world, and never be forgot. 
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In a land of myth and legend old, 
Where tales of magic and fate were told, 
There lived a man, on field of stone, 
Who wished a better life, yet unknown. 


But luck can change, and on the road, 
He came upon a bag of gold. 

He used the coin to buy cleared land, 
And thought good fortune was at hand. 


He planted seed, but came the frost. 
Then hail, then drought, and all was lost. 
All chances gone, this man turned home, 
To work his land, to clear the stones. 


And so this man did learn a truth, 

That luck is fleeting, without proof. 

That fortune comes from hard work done, 
And not from coin, however won. 
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In woods I wandered, lost, astray, 
Until a wise owl crossed my way. 

He spoke in riddles and in rhyme, 
And shared with me a tale divine. 


"There was a little seed," he said, 
"For whom life's journey was a dread. 
Until the wind blew hard one day, 
And carried it far, so far away. 


It landed on a fertile cay, 

And started growing, no delay. 
In time became a towering tree, 
The tallest anyone could see. 


So, dear friend, don't be afraid to stray, 
For winds will guide you on your way. 
Take a chance, and you shall see, 

The beauty of all that you can be." 
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In quiet of the ev'ning time, 

I rest my head and close my eyes. 

But then a thought comes, sleep prevents, 
My mind still filled with day's events. 


So I hum a gentle lullaby, 

Melody to calm my soul, 

Hoping it will carry me, 

To dreamland, peace, and the whole. 


Song softly dances as it weaves, 
A tapestry of soothing sound, 
And my heart begins to believe, 
That tranquility can be found. 


In the echo of some lilting tune, 
My worries and fears take flight, 
And my spirit feels renewed, 
Ready for the still of night. 
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Everything goes in a box, in mind's own space, 
A lasting memory, one we cannot erase. 

Each item named and categorized, 

As memory grows, by our self prized. 


Each person that we recognize, 
Placed in a box of certain size. 
Based on worth or importance due, 
With words and values we do imbue. 


Propagandists always hunt like foxes, 
Playing with our little boxes. 

Pushing new ones that they sell, 
Some called heaven, others hell. 


Thus boxes, drawn for every need, 
Decide our every urge, or heed. 

As certain as all words are lies, 
Each box conceals a truth, disguised. 
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Is a human face, a tool of expression, 
Window to the soul, or planned impression? 
Skilled people wield this tool with ease, 
Their expressions crafted to appease. 


The face is a powerful tool indeed, 

A way to convey each hope and need, 

A blessing for those honest, so willed. 

Yet a weapon of choice for those concealed. 


For the human face can serve as a mask , 

To hide our true thoughts, our intended task. 
A different mask for each occasion so worn, 
Like deceitful glance, or falsehood sworn. 


But oft' the face may fail a disguise, 
Revealing weakness, falsehood, or lies. 
Deceivers must then wear a covering, 
For eyes, for face, for every thing. 
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There are some people in this world, 
Whose kindness seems to be unfurled, 
Like flowers blooming in the sun, 
They touch all they meet, one by one. 


Their hearts are open, pure and true, 
Their empathy is not a fleeting hue, 
They see the pain in others' eyes, 

And respond with love and compromise. 


What is it that sets them apart? 
Their kindness flows from their heart, 
They see the good in every soul, 
And look for love, their ultimate goal. 


Their words are gentle, never harsh, 

Their actions leave a lasting mark, 

Their compassion knows no earthly bound, 
And they spread their joy all around. 
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Sorrow, deep well of our soul, 

Each one of us will one day know. 

From darkness creeps profound depression, 
Our economy of joy enters deep recession. 


More gentle for some, as mind may buffer, 
But the truth of life, that all will suffer. 

Some think, a disease, the result of our strife, 
Or as Buddha did teach, a condition of life. 


A hidden truth we cannot escape, 

For as rivers flow, all things must change. 
Even dearest memories may turn and toss, 
From happier times to sense of loss. 


Some choose to mourn, their soul to hide, 
Their eyes averred, or open wide. 

But others seek a quiet time, 

To rest their thoughts, as they abide. 
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In a land of god and goddess, 
Where beauty reigns supreme, 
In the lives of all who see them, 
They live, more than a dream. 


Their stories may teach nature's ways, 
How strength can make us kind, 

With compassion for all living things, 
As we leave all fears behind. 


In some places, they're like people, 
Capricious, oft' malevolent, 

These gods can bring misfortune, 
To all who lack respect. 


In truth we cannot really hold, 

Each strand that our lives made, 
With praise and song, we seek a hand, 
To help us on our way. 
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Walls of stone mark lands that are owned, 
But they also tell us where we cannot go. 
For lands of the Earth, divided and sold, 
Are held by our lords, and traded for gold. 


As law rules supreme, property is king, 

It governs possession, and most every thing. 
Class and status, power and might, 

All underpinned by property's right. 


As lands are cleared, then fenced and gated, 
Natures great works are subjugated. 

The wilds removed, leaving only the tame, 
Wilderness lost, and walled cities remain. 


There must be a yearning, to shape and to mold, 
As if all the Earth was just ours to hold. 

And as for the creatures that lived in each place, 
Now refugees, like the whole human race. 
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Flabbity floop, the glipper snoot, 

Did dingle and dong through the yoot, 
While blishy blash and snishy snash, 
Made a ruckus, quite the bash. 


The glibber gloop, with shifty eyes, 

Did lurk and lurch, to my surprise, 

And flim-flam flum, the snapper snap, 

Did slither and slide, with a thunderous clap. 


The crinkly crank, with twirly twirl, 

Did spin and spiral, like a swirling swirl, 
While the grumpy grunch and scrappy scrape, 
Did tumble and toss, with a merry escape. 


Oh, flibbertigibbet, what a wondrous thing, 
To frolic and gambol, and dance and sing, 
With jiggly joggle and higgly haggle, 

In a world of wacky, weird, and waggle. 
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Ancient empires once seemed immortal, 
But now it seems that all must fall. 

An unknown bearer holds the portal, 
Through which time will conquer all. 


Behold the mighty cities of old, 

Their ruins still whisper dreams untold, 
Of glory, power, eternal fame, 

Forever lost, in infernal flame. 


For some a cruel defeat and and anguish, 
As raiders came to sack and vanquish. 
Slavery or death, they had no choice, 
Bowing low to a conqueror's voice. 


Or perhaps greed and corruption took hold, 
As leaders failed, their loyalty sold. 

In any case, this oblivion, 

From foes without, or decay from within. 
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Courage, a badge that we give to the brave, 
The one who can stand, face up to each wave. 
Overcoming each doubt and fear that distract, 
To commit what we see as a courageous act. 


A test of courage is often sudden, unkind, 

A moment of truth that must challenge the mind. 
It may come in moment of danger and need, 
When stakes are high, and brave souls must lead. 


But fear is a messenger, seeks our best fate, 
It speaks each time that the danger is great, 
To let us know to back up and think twice, 
And often this comes as the best of advice. 


So courage, we oft' think an admirable trait, 
May lead to an action that we must berate, 
A deed so reckless that proves only the fool, 
Or a deed so wanton that we find it cruel. 
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In a remote forest, deep and green, 

A strange and mystic tribe is seen. 
High up in trees they make their home, 
Amidst the leaves they love to roam. 


They speak a tongue so rare and strange, 
With voice that carries, on wind's range. 
They dance and sing in moonlit nights, 
Under starry skies they weave delights. 


Their ways are shrouded in mystery, 
With culture steeped in lost history. 
They guard their secrets with great care, 
And vanish without a trace, into thin air. 


So if you wander in the forest deep, 

And hear a rustle, or a whispering creep, 
Look up on high, to the canopy, 

You just might glimpse the mystery. 
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Up and down, we take for granted, 

In our world, they are so planted. 

We float in space when they're not around, 
A strange sensation not easily found. 


But it's quite odd, if you think about it, 
How we also use them to order, and fit. 
Each thing in a place of high and low, 
Like the clouds above, and the river below. 


So, although we may oft' overlook 

Up and down, let's not be mistook. 

For it's a wondrous and strange dimension, 
That lets us arrange without pretension. 


It's this gravity that keeps us grounded, 

A curvaceous space, that keeps us surrounded. 
Without up and down, we'd be cast, 

Into empty space, where we would not last. 
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In every family, there's a certain air, 

A blend of traits that make us aware, 

Of similarities that run so deep, 

From shared habits to the genes that we keep. 


There's a certain way we tend to smile, 

A curve of lip that some might revile, 

A certain laugh or a tell-tale look, 

That is passed on through the family book. 


But it's not just each of our physical traits, 

That we inherit, at some variable rate. 

Quirks and tastes may bond us like glue, 

In our dress and food, and the things we pursue. 


Perhaps it's a love for spicy foods, 

Or a preference for bold and daring moods. 

It may be a passion for music or art, 

Or a penchant for fashion, as we play our part. 
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In the safety of a group we may find 

A sense of belonging, a peace of mind. 
We seek acceptance, to earn approval, 
As all those disloyal will suffer removal. 


Conformity rules, with no exception, 

As dissent must surely lead to rejection. 
Insistence on truth must lead to strife, 
Questioning norms can even threaten our life. 


Agreement on doctrine, a required expedience, 
More irrational belief, the better test for obedience. 
So we follow blindly, harbor nary a doubt, 

And give up our freedom without even a shout. 


In agreement with others, we as a group think. 
We hide near the center, far from the brink. 

In a group that holds deed to our humanity, 

We grow strangely willing to sacrifice our sanity. 
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From shapes and lines, and numbers too, 
A world of form comes into view, 

A universe of infinite design, 

A place where beauty and math combine. 


The circles, squares, and triangles we learn, 
Give way to shapes we cannot discern. 

The fractals that emerge from simple rules, 
Reveal a world of wonders, not for fools. 


Each iteration, a new surprise, 

A universe expanding before our eyes, 
Infinite variations on a theme, 

A kaleidoscope of geometric dreams. 


From spirals to polygons and beyond, 

A world of complexity we have found. 
The secrets of the universe unfold, 
Revealing beauty, long hidden, now told. 
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Sometimes we can see much more, 
Than ripples formed on sand and shore. 
Our minds can see what isn't there, 

A vision of patterns, beyond compare. 


Our brains are wired to seek out shapes, 
In random forms and scattered scapes. 
We see the faces in the clouds, 

The lines that dance, of grains endowed. 


And so it is, with sand and beach, 
Our minds, they often try to reach, 
For patterns, that may not exist, 
But in our minds, they still persist. 


But even if the pattern's gone, 

That doesn't mean our vision's wrong. 
From our minds, still wired to seek, 

The patterns emerge, some quite unique. 
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Behind every door, a great mystery lies. 

There must be something, our minds theorize. 
But this, as we find, may never be proved, 
Even after doors open, all uncertainty removed. 


For our minds shape reality, as some will say, 
With no observation, no light sees the day. 
That only perception creates what is true, 
That nothing exists beyond our own view. 


Many others insist on a different truth, 

That objective existence does not need our proof. 
Behind each door there lives something real, 
Even when closed, this we cannot repeal. 


Does the universe keep each object preserved, 

Or just possibilities, real only when observed? 

Is the objectively real that we see so clear, 

Or just an illusion that appears when we're near? 
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By bridge we span each great divide, 
Some crossing over chasms wide. 

A passage to a place beyond, 

Or between two lands, an enduring bond. 


With each new step, the gulf below, 
A reminder of the fear we know, 

Of what could happen if we let go, 
And fall into the depths below. 


Yet, we walk on with steady pace, 
Towards a brighter, better place. 
For crossing over, we may leave, 

A past that no more serves our need. 


For like the bridge, we must move on, 
To find the place where we belong. 
We take a leap of faith, to find, 

Life different from that left behind. 
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Once upon a time, in a forest so deep, 

A wren hid in the branches, where it did creep. 
But this furtive bird had a power so great, 

It could perform miracles, and alter one's fate. 


Once, a lone traveler, lost on his way, 
Stumbled through the forest all day. 

As night crept in and the sky turned black, 
He thought he'd never make it back. 


But then he heard a song so bright, 
Guiding him on, to make each step right. 
It was the wren, so small and so swift, 
Leading him out of this treacherous rift. 


The traveler marveled, as to his delight, 

The sound of a wren guided him through the night. 
And when they finally found the edge of the wood, 
He knew that this bird was more than just good. 


45 


Amidst rustling leaves and towering trees, 
A stranger dwells, unknown but to these. 
Creatures there live, those he goes to seek, 
And watches them over with a gaze so meek. 


No footfalls of man break the quietude, 

Of this sacred grove, where nature exudes, 
A charm that's rare, and cannot be found, 
In the noisy bustle of man's background. 


Our ranger stands guard with a heart so true, 
As wild things roam free, just as they will do. 
Their beauty a sight for him to behold, 
Treasures he would n'er trade for mere gold. 


With wisdom born of his life so rough, 

He speaks to the creatures, the bear, and the gruff, 
And listens to a wren's melodious tune, 

In a language that's deeper than carved in a rune. 
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In ancient forests, and oceans so vast, 
Creatures great or so small, life unsurpassed. 
Sea of the dolphins, orchard of birds, 

A symphony of life, too wondrous for words. 


For Gaia, mother of all that we know, 

All that we see, and all that can grow, 

In the beauty of nature she takes her stride, 
But our dear Gaia has a more mysterious side. 


Deep in her core fires burn, a bright glow, 
Creating all land with a hot, molten flow. 

The shifting of plates, her dance of the Earth, 
Gives birth to wonders, of immeasurable worth. 


Her life breath, our wind, whispers secrets of old, 
Of the power and force that Gaia does hold. 

The storms that she brews, with thunder and light, 
The flow of her tears, in all their full might. 
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Trillions of cells, too small to see, 
Living and working in harmony, 

Each with a purpose, a unique role, 
Together they form a wondrous whole. 


Muscles contract, neurons fire, 
Blood flows, and organs never tire, 
Skin protects, bones give support, 
Cells collaborate, never abort. 


Immune cells guard against disease, 

Red blood cells carry oxygen with ease, 
White blood cells fight with all their might, 
And platelets clot to stop a fright. 


Every breath we take, every thought we make, 
A symphony of cells, an intricate landscape. 
Each a community, yet one body we seem, 

A wonder of nature, a miraculous dream. 
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Two we appear, but a mystery we think, 

For each of us knows we are truly unique. 
Two side by side, but cast from one mold, 
Still one at heart, if the truth can be told. 


From each of our features, our smile, or glance, 
From the way we walk, or the way we dance, 

Even when distant our lives much the same, 

In the things that we love, in friends that we claim. 


Others may call us by different names, 

Or find subtle hints that our sameness betrays. 
But we know the other, as one with our selves, 
As we can be known by no one else. 


There's much more to us than what meets the eye, 
A connection far deeper that we can't deny, 
A oneness that binds us, in ways we adore, 
But a mystery of life, that's hard to ignore! 
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Every person alive, and each crawling beast, 
Needs a harvest of plants to provision their feast. 
The plants that grow under our shining sun, 
Harvest the light that makes all of us run. 


These very same plants produce our fresh air, 
Air we need to breathe, to burn our plant fare. 
Thus fire and light, from a distant star sent, 
Becomes our own flesh, so we can live and invent. 


And invent we did, by planting each seed, 
Made better plants to satisfy our need. 

In field and on farm, cultivated our crops, 
Our rice and our wheat, our barley and hops. 


Refining this harvest, we made foods to sweeten, 
And beverage, or dry fruit, that kept 'til was eaten. 
Whether raw or refined, from every plantation, 
The history of plants has defined civilization. 
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In far deserts of Egypt, buried deep, so concealed, 

Ancient secrets may wait, one day to be revealed. 

There pharaohs slept for ages, untouched by human hands, 
Then fate intervened, when Carter dug these Nile sands. 


In the Valley of Kings, under scorching sun that hovered, 
The regal treasure trove of Tutankhamun, thus discovered. 
A golden tomb, where this great pharaoh had been placed, 
Untouched as the centuries passed, a record not erased. 


Soon the world was won, by a timeless spell of kings, 

With fascination at discovery, of so many buried things. 

The fashion of Art Deco, out of Egypt, did abound. 

Lips and eyes were painted, jewelry worn as had been found. 


Ancient Egypt lasted, through centuries of strife infernal, 
Held unwavering beliefs, in pursuit of life eternal. 

Now with these discovered tombs, it can be truly said, 

The ancient ones, in our time, have returned from the dead. 


